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That Elusive Public Opinion 


is and conform thereto is the 
avowed lifework of many a 
patriotic politician; but one usually has to 
take his word for it that he has made the right 
guess. 

The most conspicuous thing about’ public 
opinion is its elusiveness. Although every mu- 
nicipality has at least one newspaper regularly 
claiming to voice public opinion, not one of these 
can be put down as unquestionably authorita- 
tive. This, however, is known: No two of the 
newspapers agree, and it seems to be self- 
evidently axiomatic that not more than one of 
them can be right, except on the theory that 
public opinion, after all, is nothing but an in- 
finitely intricate and contradictory hodge-podge 
of paradoxes. 

This theory, however, does not meet with 
our approval. We prefer to believe otherwise. 
We prefer to believe that the public really 
has a definite opinion; but it doesn’t follow 
from this that it is necessary to our happiness 
to know just what the public’s opinionis. On 
the contrary, we rather hope that public opinion 
will ultimately be found to be in the unknow- 
able category. There is such a lot of fun to be 
derived from guessing about it. Our present 
guess, for instance, is that public opinion is a 
pretty fair opinion, on the whole, and entirely 
worthy of the public that holds it. (This guess 
is subject to change without notice. ) 

But suppose that by some new-found jour- 
nalistic necromancy the truth should be discov- 
ered about public opinion, and suppose the truth 
should show public opinion to be a poor thing, 
sordid, sinister and sniveling. Then what a fix 
we should be in! There wouldn’t be enough 
illusion left to warrant even the preamble of a 
political platform. No. Rather than that, it is 
a thousand times better that public opinion re- 
main eternally an imaginary and debatable thing. 
As such it at least helps the newspapers. 





ANY are the liberties that are taken with pub- 
lic opinion, and many are the wild guesses as 
to what the public is thinking about and 
wishing for. To find out what public opinion 


I" IS natural, perhaps, for a person 
who bases his notions of the universe 

upon purely local experience to errone- 

ously interpret local manifestations. 
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Humpty Dumpty sat on a wall, 
Everybody predicting his fall; 
But nobody reckoned on Humpty s 


pluck, 
For the Baoder it blew the tighter 


=Tei~ = Ly) 
TTL Nil 





Theory 





Thus many a farmer a 
in the cyclone belt has 
read the end of the world in the sudden dis. 
mantling of his house and barn, the disper- 
sion.of.his live stock, and his own stirring up 
by violent wind, only to learn, if he survived to 
get the newspaper the next week, that the world 
outside of a certain strip in his locality was still 
as serene as man’s depravity and woman’s vanity 
will ever permit it to be. 

The Panama Canal is responsible for an aber- 
ration of this kind. One Segundo Sanchez, a 
native of Panama, mentally disturbed by the 
magnitude of the great artificial waterway, be- 
lieves he has been called to preach another 
Noachian flood. 

Almost any theory propounded by one able 
to describe it will gather followers, for the hu- 
man animal is credulous. And Segundo Sanchez 
is assembling a band of fanatics who think to 
save themselves in a new ark which they have 
built. They are following Noah’s example by 
collecting animals, ‘‘two by two,’’ and will 
probably be greatly surprised as ordinary rain is 
followed by ordinary dry spells as long as the 
youngest of them may live. 

More than that, if these deluded persons col- 
lect much of a menagerie, the faith of some of 
Sanchez’s followers will by and by be strained 
by the labor of feeding the animals. 


Brief Decisions 


GQUCCESS doesn’t always depend so much upon 
what you do yourself as upon what you get 
others to do for you. 








A hen on her nest is worth half a dozen tres- 
passing. 


While there is said to be always ‘‘room at 
the top,’’ there will always be a crowd at the 
bottom. 
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The 


~ &|FTER dinner Mr. Horace 

=| Hendricks, dramatic 
critic of the Morning 
Mirror, folded his nap- 
kin absently and pre- 
pared to go down to the 
theater. 

“Is this another 
first night?’’ inquired 
his pretty young wife solicitously. 

“Yes, of course! The managers are 
jamming over some new witless concoc- 
tion every night now!’’ 

“But this play sounds as though it 
might be something worth while. The 
title, ‘Hoodwinked,’ is interesting.”’ 

Horace Hendricks looked sternly at his 
wife. 

“I would prefer not to be influenced in 
the matter of new plays, even at my own 
fireside, Annabelle. Kindly retain your 
ideas until to-morrow morning’s papers 
are out. If the matter still interests you 
by that time, you may see how nearly 
your ideas coincide with my own.’’ 

Mrs. Hendricks subsided. There was 
really nothing else to do. 








But when her 


Critic 





EYE TROUBLE 


on the 


By ROBERT C. McELRAVY 


husband had taken his hat and cane and 
overcoat from the hall tree, she ran to her 
room and donned her best evening clothes. 

Horace Hendricks proceeded to the the- 
atrical district ina leisurely manner. He 
dropped in at several familiar places and 
whiled away a couple of hours. Asa re- 
sult, he was late in reaching the theater. 

He accepted a program from the uni- 
formed boy in the lobby. 

** ‘Hoodwinked,’ by Josephine Johnson. 
She’s a new playwright—the name sounds 
like an assumed one. A driveling farce, 
I suppose. Well, I sha’n’t worry about 
it much!’’ 

He sat comfortably through the first 
act. Occasional laughter and applause 
resounded through the crowded theater. 

‘*A typical first-night audience,’’ rumi- 
nated Horace. ‘‘All the relatives and 
personal friends are present, just like a 
college commencement, for the purpose of 
encouraging the author in her iniquitous 
pursuit.”’ 

He passed out into the lobby between 
the acts. Smith, the young critic on the 
Chronicle, slapped him on the back. 






Hearth 


*‘Great dope, isn’t it, old man? The 
hit of the season, so far!’’ 

Horace Hendricks shrugged and mum- 
bled a perfunctory reply. ‘‘Extraordinary 
pumpers, these young critics! Always 
wanting me to commit myself before the 
play is ended. I don’t propose to be taken 
advantage of in this way.”’ 

As he moved along, Smith followed him 
with a puzzled glance. ‘‘I should have 
supposed Hendricks would have left his 
grouch at home to-night, at any rate,’’ he 
commented to a friend. 

With the curtain signal, Horace wan- 
dered down to his aisle seat again and 
dropped into it wearily. The second act 
wagged slowly along. Toward its close 
he gazed about abstractedly, like one rous- 
ing from a sound sleep. Ina box, with 
their mutual friends, the Stantons, he 
caught sight of his wife. They were all 
laughing excitedly together, and Annabelle 
was eager and smiling. It was really won- 
derful, Horace thought, how she kept up 
her appreciation of such rot asthis. But 
she had always been interested in plays, 
and had even tried writing them herself. 
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A BALD FACT 
Old Beau—When I was a tiny boy with long golden curls, they called me Archie! 
Mrs. Golightly—And now they call you Archibald ? 


Horace left after the second act. There 
was no use waiting for the third—two 
acts of this sort of thing were certainly 
sufficient. 

He gave his check to 
the woman in charge of 
the wraps and listened 
dreamily as the audience 
continued its wild, hila- 
rious applause. Cries 
of “‘Author!’’ ‘‘Au- 
thor!’’ rose frantically 
on the air. 

But he did not wait. He had no wish 
to see the confused and blushing Josephine 
Johnson appear from behind the wings for 
her one mad moment of success. 

**Old stuff, this author business. It 
only tends to deceive the critic into think- 
ing perhaps the play amounts to some- 
thing, after all!’’ 

He hastened to the offices of the Morn- 
ing Mirror and struggled for an hour writ- 
ing a column of comment that would let 
the play down easy without offending the 
advertisers. This accomplished, he went 
to his club. 

Horace reached home about three in the 
morning. The door of his wife’s room 
was partly closed, and he proceeded to re- 
tire noiselessly. 

He did not waken until about eleven 
o’clock, when he rose quietly and pre- 
pared for breakfast. 

Annabelle was waiting for him. She 
had the clippings from the morning papers 
in her hands, including that from the 
Mirror. The scene was about as usual, 
except that Annabelle was crying. 

He went up to her and placed an anxious 
arm about her. ‘‘What’s up, my dear? 
Why are you crying?’’ . Horace really 





a” 


loved his wife. She was the dearest lit- 
tle wife in the world. He was quite sure 
of it, for he himself had chosen her. 

**S-somebody is wrong!’’ wailed Anna- 
belle, holding up the crinkled clippings 
tearfully. 

**Yes, I presume so,’’ agreed Horace 
amiably. ‘‘But you can’t expect these 
other critics to agree with me, Annabelle. 
Most of them, you know, are young and 
untried striplings!’’ 

‘*But—but I wanted you to agree with 
them, Horace, this time! Oh, it’s awful 
—awful!’’ 

Horace Hendricks took up the clipping 
from the Morning Mirror. 

*‘I see nothing wrong with this, Anna- 
belle. It is run just as I wrote it, and is 
precisely to the point. Listen to this 
first paragraph: 
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***The first-night audi- 
ence at the New Playhouse 
last evening bore up 
beautifully under the lat- 
est theatrical infliction, 
written by a new play- 
wright, Josephine John- 
son. The piece was im- 
possible, like many of its 
predecessors. The title, 
‘“‘Hoodwinked,’’ may have blinded the 
managers and a few personal friends of 
the author, but it did not pull the wool 
over the eyes of thinking people in the 
audience.’ ’’ 

‘*Don’t—don’t, Horace!’’ cried Anna- 
belle, again breaking into sobs. 

**But, my dear, there can’t be anything 
wrong with that. It is simply ordinary 
criticism, with a little brightness thrown 
_”* 

Annabelle sat stiffly up in her chair. 
Her trembling lower lip took on new firm- 
ness. ‘‘That’s just it, Horace! You’d 
rather be bright than be right. You sac- 
rifice truth to revel in your own scintil- 
lating remarks. Now see what you have 
done!’’ 

She handed him the criticism written 
by Smith, of the Chronicle. 

Horace read the opening lines quickly. 
Then he sat down very quietly and said, 
‘‘My heavens, Annabelle, what have I 
done?’’ 

The first two sentences of Smith’s com- 
ment were as follows: 

‘*Playgoers will rejoice in the success 
of ‘Hoodwinked,’ a merry little comedy 
with a farcical turn, shown at the New 
Playhouse last night. The author, Jo- 
sephine Johnson, is in reality Annabelle 
Hendricks, wife of the well-known dra- 
matic critic on the Morning Mirror, Mr. 
Horace Hendricks.”’ 
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Artie explorer—Yes, | confess there are times when | get homesick for the Polar regions. 
Hostess—Well now, you must have a little more of the snow pudding. 


Poor Boys and Partnership 


m@N ROMANCES the poor 
boy always grows up with 
the business and is taken 
into partnership, and in 
real life, when I see poor 
boys growing up with the 
business and not being 
taken into partnership, I 
like to do something to 
help things along. This 

Poor boys and partner- 





is only proper. 
ship—they go together. 
My shoemaker has a boy who has grown 


up with the business. He learned the 
trade thoroughly and has become a good 
workman. He is the life of the shop, 
while his employer is something of an 
amateur grouch. The boy has brought 
business to the place, and one day I 
broached the subject of a suitable reward. 

“‘Shooleather, why don’t you take Julius 
into partnership?”’ 

**For why?’’ 

“Because he has worked faithfully, 
grown up with the business and all that. 
It’s the proper thing.’’ 

Shooleather put aside his awl. 

“Partnership, eh?’’ he snorted. ‘‘Lis- 
ten here. Thzet boy doesn’t owe a cent 
in the world; 1 owe two thousand dollars 
more than what I got. He hasn’t a 
worry; I got nothing else. He works 
eight hours a day; I work sixteen. He 
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gets twenty plunks a week, and he gets 

it; I gotta scuffle for mine. Partnership, 

you say? Julius wouldn’t take a partner- 

ship in this outfit. Can you blame him?’’ 
I couldn’t. —William 8. Adkins. 


Good Company 
A lively imagination. 
Blissful ignorance. 
A smart rejoinder. 
A brilliant repartee. 
A spritely fancy. 
An amusing mistake. 
A sharp answer. 
A capital charge. 
A spirited reply. 
A sporting chance. 
A happy idea. 
A laughing-stock. 
A sociable grossbeak. 
A jolly-boat. 
A funny-bone. 
A merrythought. 
A storied urn. 
An animated bust. 


No Escape 
Mrs. Crabshaw—The doctor 
says I need more exercise and 

recommends walking. 
Crabshaw —Well, that advice 
isn’t as expensive as he gener- 
ally gives, for walking is cheap. 
Mrs. Crabshaw-— But if I go 
out more, I’1l need new clothes. 
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** Here comes that swell Miss Jones. This touring car 
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Mean Thing! 


Miss Banter—Oh, joy! 
lost ten pounds! 

Miss Meanie— Don’t worry, dearie. 
You’d never notice it at all. 


Oh, joy! I’ve 


Explained 


Wox—He’s an empty-headed fool! 
Lox—So that’s why his wife’s bought a 
vacuum cleaner, is it? 


ATTRACTING ATTENTION 





should make a good impression.’’ 




















































superior intelligence. ’ And 
she returned to her book. 

Hesitating, undecided 
whether to kick over a chair 
and return to the city or to 
stay and fight it out, Digge 
finally chose the latter 
course. Upsetting a chair 
would not upset Mrs. Digge’s 
determination. In her gen- 
tle way she was something 
of a standpatter. 

‘‘A mere servant would 
not do,’’ ventured Digge, 
after profound meditation. 

‘*Um-m-h,’’ murmured his 
wife raptly. The poor but 
lovely heroine, having re- 
fused for the eighteenth 
time a tainted millionaire, 
was accepting the village 





blacksmith. How very un- 
like real life! 
“What I need,’’ said 


Digge, scratching his head 
perplexedly, ‘‘is a deputy 
wife.’”’ 
The reader dropped her 
book. 








RECIPE FOR TANGO 


Take two bodies and scramble the legs, 


Twist ‘em and turn ’em, 
Shake 'em and churn ‘em. 


Take two bodies and scramble the legs, 
Squeeze 'em together as close as can be, 
Dip ‘em at intervals, one, two, three. 

Stir up the pulses and season to taste. 

Some like it spicy, some like it chaste. 


Bouquet of Castle, pinch of Maurice, 


Serve it up warm and bring on your police. 
—Will B. Johnstone. 


The Strike 
By TERRELL LOVE HOLLIDAY 


HEN Mr. Digge came home one even- 

ing, he found his wife ensconced in 

the morris chair, perusing a popular novel. 

‘*Well,’’ said he, ‘‘who is getting din- 
ner?’’ 

**No one,’’ replied she, marking the line 
with her finger. 

‘*And why not?’’ demanded Digge, a 
touch of asperity in his tones. 

“I’ve struck,’’ calmly declared the 
woman who had theretofore borne his 
name—and bigger things, to say nothing 
of three little ones—with fortitude, aye, 
with apparent pleasure. ‘‘ You have finally 
converted me to your doctrine of an eight- 
hour day for working people. I’ve been 


putting in about sixteen hours.”’ 

**Just how do you propose to manage?’ 
inquired Digge, when he had partially 
recovered. 

‘‘That is a problem too deep for my 
poor brain,’’ confessed Mrs. Digge, with 
sweet humility. 


“Ill leave it to your 


‘“‘A deputy wife — that’s 
the idea,’’ reflected Digge. 
‘‘Then I’d have somebody to 
go to the ball games with 
me. You hate sports.’’ 

Mrs. Digge stared at the 
wall. 

‘*What with looking after 
the children, the general 
household drudgery and all, 
the work would be very try- 
ing,’’ continued he. ‘‘ Wages 
alone would not be sufficient 
inducement for the right 
sort of girl.’’ 

** *The right sort of girl,’ ’’ 
echoed his wife rather icily. 
‘‘What inducements would 
you offer?”’ 

‘‘I mean,’’ explained the 
head of the house, ‘‘a pretty, 
refined, educated girl, who 
would be a congenial com- 
panion for me when you are 
off duty. As to the induce- 
ments, I should bring her 
candy and flowers, have her 
come downtown to luncheon 
with me sometimes, and buy 
her a new hat or gown occa- 
sionally.’’ 

Mrs. Digge sat nervously 
tapping the arm of her chair, 
her lips set in a straight, 
hard line. 

“By Jove!’’ ejaculated 
Digge, smiting fist against 


, 





palm. ‘‘That’s a great scheme! I’}] ad. 
vertise for her to-morrow. It will be 
fine to see a sweet, fresh, young face 
opposite me at the breakfast table. She 
will always have a smile and a pleasant 
word for me and try to look her best when 
I’m around,”’ said he, modestly, ‘‘because 
she would naturally hope to be—er—pro- 
moted, in case anything should happen to 
you.’”’ 

A pale green light shone in Mrs. Digge’s 
eyes and her bosom heaved. But her hus- 
band, unheeding, proceeded: 

**In order to keep her from leaving,” 
said he musingly, ‘‘I might have to prom- 
ise that after, say, two years of faithful 
service, I would get a divorce and marry 
her.”’ 

*‘John Digge!’’ shrieked his outraged 
wife, springing to her feet. ‘‘Are you 
crazy? Go and put the coffee pot on, 
while I change my dress. It’s late, but I 
can broil a steak and fry some potatoes,” 

John went, chuckling. 


The Artistic Temperament 
All winter long I scow! and scrap 
Cold weather makes my temper snap! 


In summertime it can’t be sweet— 
It boils right over from the heat. 


In spring and fall it’s equable— 
’Twixt fits and starts there comes a lull, 


And softly, gently blows my breath— 
But, hully gee! i’m bored to death! 


—Jane Burr. 


You may tell a girl she is worth her 
weight in gold, but that doesn’t reconcile 
her to getting stout. 

















A SPEED MERCHANT 


** Py gollies ! dot 's a lifly squirrel vot you got in dere, aind it?’’ 
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The Man I Am 


=] AKE a look at me,”’ chal- 
i lenged McFee, assuming 
the air and attitude of 
one who has been charged 
with bank burglary and 
hopes to have the charges 
proved. ‘‘Take a look at 
me, for I am a won- 
derful creature—a queer 
compound of caught-with-the-goods in- 
congruities—a marvelous mass of mixed 
metaphor. And yet, incidentally, be- 
tween you, me and the latest popular 
song, I am the same as you or your 
brother Bill (except that Bill has a glass 
eye and a wooden leg) and your neighbor 
(the one on the right-hand side, who 
either carefully clusters or carelessly clut- 
ters the stray papers on your lawn). 

‘“‘My wife says I’m an angel—when I 
conform to her schemes. 

‘«My sister says I’m a fool—because I 
please my wife. 

‘“‘Brother Pete says I’m a mule—be- 
cause I won’t take him into business with 
me. 

‘‘Brother Frank says I’m dull-witted— 
because I stick to my own particular line 
of trade and can’t write humor, like he 
does. 

‘*My business partner says I’m an owl 
—because my wise counseling has made 
our affairs prosper. 

**My oldest boy says I’m a weasel—be- 
cause I made him use some elbow grease 
in getting together college expenses. 

*‘Some neighbors say I’m a spendthrift 
—because I use for pleasure the automo- 
bile I bought for business. 

*‘My competitors say I’m a fox—be- 


cause my acquired shrewdness 
enables me many times to get 
in ahead of them. 


‘*My clerks say I’m a hustler \Z 


—because I’m the first man in 
the office and the last out. 

**More neighbors say I’m 
lazy—because I spend my spare 
time at home instead of in the 
gossip headquarters. 

**Now, then, aren’t you awed 
at me? Don’t you feel like 
paying admission to see me? 
And don’t you think red lemon- 
ade and popcorn venders should 
accompany me wherever I go? 
For I’m a menagerie, old man. 
I’m a sly dog, a wise owl, a 
keen fox, a regular bear, a 
smooth rabbit, a sloth, a mule, 
a beaver, a bird, a dear, a wea- 
sel—a perfect zoo. 





**And yet I’m far from fero- 
cious. I’m only an average 
man.’’—Artemus Ward Utting. 


A Domestir Dictionary 


EY HOLE—A small aperture 
concealed in the midst of 
six Scotch highballs, a door, an — 
early hour in the morning, three ~~ — 
Mamie Taylors, two old college 
chums, a full house and a cold 
welcome. 

Flat—Fourteen by sixteen 
feet of space entirely surround- 
ed by cornet practice, phonograph recit- 
als, neighbors’ confidences, whooping 
cough, domestic warfare and five-finger 
exercises. 

Mother-in-law—The administrator of 
domestic affairs, who exercises the veto 
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A PRACTICAL TEST 


Mamie—Do you love me very much, Billy? 
Billy—Oh, lots an’ lots, Mamie. 
Mamie—Do—do you love me a moving-picture show, Billy ? 


privilege on measures going through the 
house. 

Flatiron—A bit of wifely repartee with 
impressive point. ; 
Income—Two-thirds of expenditure. 
Dinner-—A warm repast which becomes 
cold while the eleventh-inning tie is 








THE GOOD SAMARITAN 





being played off. 

Expenses—Income plus credit. 

Furnace—A device for the conversion 
of coal into drafts. 

Club—A collection of round tables 
designed as a substitute for the family 
circle. 

Chalk line—The jaggiest distance 
between two points. 

Twins—Excess baggage in the train 
of the stork. —Stuart B. Stone. 





Fashion's Changeling 


Embroidered her stocking— 

Hers, demurest of prudes— . 
Of the frankest her frocking! 
Embroidered her stocking, 
And where once was the clocking 

A jewel obtrudes. - 
Embroidered her stocking— 

Hers, demurest of prudes! 

—Stokely 8S. Fisher. 


To the Greek all things are Greecy. 








The Eternal Chase 


UR city dweller’s world is gray. For 
eons by the clock he’s hopped from 
bed and chased away 
to forty-storied 
block. The shadows 
of the city’s piles in- 
fold him as a pall. 
Its din, its whir, its 
mobs, its wiles—he 
fain would flee them 
all. And so he salts 
his dime on dime and 
keeps the cockles 
warm in contemplation of the time he’l! 
hie him toa farm. Our agriculturist the 
while goes early out of doors. With Na- 
ure tocommune? (Here smile.) Ah, no! 
To do the chores. And toils and sweats 
he through the day, nor finds a hint of 
bliss in milking cows and pitching hay; 
but says, ‘‘I’msick of this! Why stick,’’ 
he adds, “‘to drudgery, when joy of liv- 
ing’s nigh? This farm’s for sale, and, 
as for me, to Gothamtown I’!! hie.”’ 
—John W. Carey. 


Ghost of 2 Smile 


Rosemary—Have you ever been im- 
pressed by the mystery of Mona Lisa’s 
smile? 

Thornton—No. She looks to me just 
like some woman who is doing her best to 
laugh at one of her husband’s jokes. 











INCONSIDERATE 
She of the boarding-house—Just look at the meanness of this! 


Not one sender’s address on any of their letters. 
anybody cared. The idea! 


The Critics 


[t matters not how deep the 
wrong, 
How far morality is slip- 
ping; 
We take th> curse off quite 
with “‘streng,’’ 
And lend a haio bright with 


“‘gripping.”’ 
A Financial Flurry 


A few years ago the com- 
mercial interests in some of 
the Western States were 
somewhat disturbed over 
matters of finance, a condi- 
tion generally described as a 
‘financial flurry.’’ The di- 
rectors of one of the banks in 
Muncie, Ind., found it neces- 
sary to hold meetings daily. 
One day, after a session, the 
directors were filing out of 
the bank to the sidewalk. 
One of them was accosted by 
a local character, a fellow 
noted for his original remarks 
as well as for his lack of 
funds. Recognizing the men 
before him as the directors of 
the bank, the fellow said, 
**Well, boys, you are right in 
the midst of a financial flurry, 
ain’t you?’’ 

The cashier of the bank said 
he guessed they were. 

“*Well,’’ said the fellow, 
**1’m darned glad of it. You 
bankers will now appreciate 
what I’ve been in the midst of 
all of my life.’’ 


Why She Does It 


Little beams of moonshine, 
Little hugs and kisses 

Make a little maiden 
Change her name to Mrs. 


Bright Side 


**Will I recover, doctor?’’ 
inquired the pedestrian who 
had been run over. 

‘*Surest thing you know!’’ 
replied the ambulance sur- 
geon. ‘‘The fellow who owns 
the auto is a millionaire.’’ 


All They Needed 


Mabel -- Some men simply 
don’t know how to make love. 

Maude— Why didn’t you 
give them a chance, dear? 

Small change makes more 
noise than big bills. 


Just as if 

















A PERFECT FIT 


Mr. Flathunter—What did you say was the size of the parlor? 

Janitor—Seven by ten. 

Mrs. Flathunter—Oh, George! we must take it! 
actly the size of our grand piano. 


That ’s ex- 


Latest News from Hogwallow, Ky. 


R4z BARLOW went to Tickville the 

first of the week to watch the train 
come in, and brought a bottle of train 
smoke home with him. 

Dock Hocks, who has been operating 
his barber shop out under a shade tree all 
summer, has had to move inside, as the 
occasional rains wash all the lather off of 
the faces of his customers. 

The roof of the Dog Hill church sprung 
a leak last Sunday during the sermon. 
Fletcher Henstep happened to be sitting 
directly under the leak and did not have 
to move, he being a Baptist. 

Tobe Moseley says as soon as a person 
gets corns on his feet, he begins to get 
them on his mind. 

Poke Eazley has been trying to classify 
bedbugs, but can’t decide whether they 
come under the head of family troubles or 
unfinished business. 

Whiie the roads are so muddy, Miss 
Kosy Moseley has decided to wear her 


short sleeves. —George Bingham. 


All Arranged 


Brock—So he’s to marry the armless 
lady! How could he ask her for her hand? 
Smock—They compromised on her foot. 
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as it projects through the bars of 
a gate or a hole in the fence, with ap- 
pealing and innocent eyes, often empha- 
sizes to the unknowing traveler the 
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yeace and placidity of bucolic life that 
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Sut you never can tell anything 


HE MEEK countenance of a calf Poe ee ee 3 


other rural details forecast. 
surely from mere signs. 

I was touring recently in an auto with a friend, who at a 
stage of our journey got a wire which recalled him immediately 
to town. In order to reach the nearest railway station, we en- 
tered an unfamiliar highway which was described by a native 
as a short cut, and set out to do the necessary ten miles in half 
an hour. 

The roadway was narrow, rutty, rocky, and had every other 
characteristic of a murderous turnpike, and in its worst part 
we overtook a bull calf 

The calf declined to let us pass. He had the right of way 
and kept it. He was playful about it, dancing here and there, 
frisking his tail and enjoying himself. When I tried to speed 
up, he turned and met us more than half way, and in fear that 
he might jump through the hood into the works of my machine, 
I was fain to stop with a jerk. I tried to pass him, first on one 
side and then the other; but he was always there. Finally my 
friend proposed that he get out and catch the calf and hold him 
until I could get by. 

My friend was an amateur athlete and something of a wres- 
tler And he could box a bit, too. He got out of the machine 
and approached the calf guardedly, though his confidence was 
apparent. The calf danced about out of the way, while my 
friend fiddled for an opening. 

My friend would grab for the calf, but always the calf man- 
aged to get out of reach. My friend became angry, and, decid- 


How I Lost a Friend Hy 
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ing that any plan of attack would be 
fair, began to hit out at the calf’s head 
in pugilistic fashion, keeping up a run- 
ning comment of the sort usual with 
boxers. This did not rattle the calf. 
It was amusing to me, and as the con- 
test waxed warmer I forgot the urgency of the journey. 

My friend tried again and again to land a blow on the calf's 
head, but was losing his wind in the fruitless effort. One can- 
not land on a calf’s bread basket or insinuate the solar plexus 
on a calf, on account of the calf’s peculiar build. And the 
agility of a calf is disconcerting 

Abandoning pugilism as hardly the thing, my friend seized 
the calf about the neck and introduced wrestling. The calf 
seemed to know something about this game, although a calf 
can’t get a toe hold on a man or negotiate the half-nelson; and 
this calf had the better of it from the start. Just as my friend 
got the calf on its back on the side of the road, near a low stone 
wall, and seemed to control the situation, they both went over 
the wall and down a steep hill My friend was on top one mo- 
ment and the calf the other as they rolled out of sight. 

My friend had discontinued the badinage associated with 
boxing when he started to wrestle with the calf, and there was 
no sound as they disappeared but that of an occasional stone 
dislodged and started after them. I jumped from the machine 
and searched for the combatants. I found aman I didn’t recog- 
nize at first, because of a strange flow of profanity, crawling 
out of a brook that babbled down the hillside. The preliminary, 
contest had been hard on my friend’s clothes, but he was now 
disreputable. Bedraggled, torn and sopping, contused and 
bloody, he was both wildly angry and strangely unfriendly. 
His moral character seemed to have undergone a complete 
change. He grudgingly accepted my aid up the hill. 
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A STRAIGHT TIP 


Westleigh—I 've a notion to buy another string. 
E tstman—Don't, old man; back mine and you ‘ll lose more with less trouble. 


As we neared the.road, my friend’s rage was unbounded 
when we saw the calf standing a few rods ahead of the ma- 
chine, apparently sound in wind and limb, waiting for a re- 
sumption of the fun. The contest with the calf had consumed 
so much time that going ahead was out of the question, and I 
waited several minutes while my friend assailed the calf with 
stones. His aim was poor, as he was excited. He reproached 
me angrily for not aiding the assault. 

It was decided, in no friendly spirit, to return to the nearest 
hotel. My friend aided me, in intervals between fruitless stone 
throwing, in turning the machine about. For three miles ‘on 
the backward journey the calf kept usin sight. On the way 
my friend found new contusions here and there, and talked as 
though some of his teeth were loose. He interspersed profane 
vituperation of every sort of young of every breed of cow with 
resolutions to travel nowhere thereafter without a gun. 

It was in vain that I dwelt upon the usefulness of the cow 
as a domestic animal and the general irresponsibility of calves. 
The cow, I informed him, sustained the growing generation 
with milk and contributed notably to commerce and industry by 
producing the wherewithal to make butter and cheese. Mcre- 
over, the young of this mammal, I explained, instinct with 
vitality, was like all young creatures, even the sons and daugh- 
ters of man, full of life and gayety. He took all of my 
efforts to smooth things over as insults, and when I was 
provoked to laughter he wished to stop the machine and 
**have.it out,’’ though I assured him that I wished always 
to be accounted a friend. 

Finally we met a farmer carrying a rope and followed 
by an unprepossessing dog. He hailed us. We stopped. 

**Seen hide or hair o’ a young critter with a white 
face and onusual ears?’’ he asked. 


“*There’s a bull calf in the road a mile or two — 
back,’’ I answered. 7 
*“*Thanks,’’ said the farmer. ‘‘Mine, I’ll bet. 


Durndest critter I ever see fer strayin’.’’ Then, looking 

at my friend, ‘‘Had trouble somewhere? Been joy ridin’, 

I guess!’’ He laughed with a noise like a mule braying. 
I had to laugh myself as I responded, ‘‘Yes, joy rid- 

ing.’’ That was the last straw. I took my friend toa 

hotel, where he left me. He has never spoken to me since. 
Friendship, after all, is a brittle thing. 


The Wail of a Swain 


That the boys of to-day should be taugh! to say no 
Is all right; but I’m free to confess 
That I think it were better if teachers would show 
Our young women the way to say yes. 


An Error of Judgment 


[XN THIS particular East Side block are two iiinaa 

small clothing stores near each other. =~ wi 
One of these is kept by a hard man who does Ny Ze 
not get on amicably with his son and heir, {e 
aged twelve. Out of this one, about ten a. we 
m., came a man who was in a temper. He 
stood irresolutely in front for amoment, and, 
seeing a boy across the street, he went over 
to him. 

*‘Say, boy,’’ he said, ‘‘do you want to 
make fifty cents, easy?’’ 

‘‘Sure!’’ responded the boy, with alacrity. 

‘*Well, you heave a brick through the window of that cloth- 
ing joint over there, and you get the money. See?’’ 

‘Which one?’’ inquired the boy, surveying the opposite side 
of the street. 

‘‘That one next to the grocery store.’ 

‘‘What’s the matter with it? What you want his glass 
works caved in fer?’’ 

‘Matter enough. He just beat me out of fifty cents ona 
suit I got there, and he wouldn’t make good.’’ 

‘Is it a cinch that that’s the one?’’ insisted the boy, before 
closing the contract. 

‘‘What you ask that for? Didn’t I just come out of there?’ 

**I don’t know where you come out from, but you’re off. My 
papa keeps that one, and if he ever beat anybody out of so less 
as fifty cents on a whole suit of clothes, he must have got re- 


Gimme two dollars and I’]] crack it, all right.’’ 
—Willliam J. Lampton. 
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formed. 


Reno-vated 
Mrs. Ardly—Mrs. Graswid looks ever so much younger since 
she secured her divorce. 
Ardly—Yes; it’s a remarkable case of Reno-vation. 
Perfectly Agreeable 


-I’ll be a sister to you, Alphonse. 
Come kiss your brother. 


She (to rejected suitor) 
He (briskly)—All right. 


Even an authority on scientific management may be henpecked, 





Newrich—Captain, I understand there are several water-tight compartments on this 


boat. Well, I want one of those, and I don’t care what it costs. 








MAN WORKS FROM 


A Natural Magnet 


HE MAN of science was 
lecturing in an up-State 
town on natural philoso- 
phy a short time ago, 
and during the course of 
his remarks introduced a 

powerful magnet, with which he attracted 

a small block of steel about two feet 

away. 

*‘Can any of you conceive a greater a‘- 
tractive power?’’ he asked his audience. 

“T can, certainly,’’ responded a young 
man seated well up front. 

*“‘Not a na'ural terrestrial 
asked the professor. 

“Yes, sir,’’ was the response. 

The lecturer accepted the challenge. 

*‘Well, sir,’’ began the young man, ‘‘her 
name was Betsie Miller, and every Sunday 
this little natural magnet, done up in cal- 
ico, could draw me fourteen miles over 
roughly plowed land, regardless of the 
wind or weather. And there was never 
any resistance.’’ —W. A. Williams. 








LI 
es SS 
VES Y 
63 aS 


et 


power?’’ 


Brave deeds require no trumpet—only 
a Carnegie medal. 























A Literary Family 


PAULINE writes stately sonnets, 
Bill writes the sporting news, 
While Jane, of turn domestic, 
Descants of soups and stews. 
Ma writes in words of wisdom 
Of household cares that vex; 
But dad, with tastes plebeian, 
Writes out the family checks. 
Unpromising 
Eaton—Why don’t you think Penlam 
will ever be a literary light? 
Singley—Because he won't break away 
from his combination. 
Eaton His combination? 
Singley —Yes. He tries to imitate Rob- 
ert Browning’s style and doesn’t try not 
to imitate Josh Billings’s spelling. 


Making Both Ends Meet 


Only a pansy blossom, only a plate of 
kraut; 

It’s very little for dinner, but I guess we 
can make out. 

The well-known cost of living has mounted 
to the stars. 

We must economize somehow—we own 
two motor cars. 





SUN TO SUN, BUT WOMAN'S WORK IS NEVER DONE 


Egg View Notes 


wit LARCOM got a three-stitch gash 

on his head Tuesday afternoon, when 
Doc Wade’s business sign fell down. Doc 
will hang it up carelessly again. 

Old Alf Gibbs, whose prospective heirs 
live here, hid his will in his dictionary, 
to be found by some stranger. 

Several Pollywog parties, wanting to 
come to Egg View to start a manufactur- 
ing concern, wrote last week, asking for 
some bonus money to begin with. They 
found out, through Ote Gimber, that we 
didn’t want any counterfitters among us. 

A sudden gust of wind slammed Lem 
Bushnell’s front door shut yesterday, in- 
stantly killing a chicken for him. 

One of them there smartys from Spring 
Ledge was over here Sunday morning, 
telling around that if he lived in Egg 
View he would have to pay the income 
tax, as it would take a lot of money to 
get him to live here.—Leslie Van Every. 





Chris. Columbus, in this land, 
Is rightly counted some; 

But Chris ain’t in it when compared 
To our Chrys Anthemum. 














JUDGE’S MOTION PICTURES 
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MEANWHILE 
THE OWNER 
AWAKES, AND 
THE CHASE 
BEGINS 
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A SLIGHT 
OBSTACLE 
IMPEDES His 
PROGRESS 
ae] we, 






































THE CAPTURE 


RESTORING 
VALUABLE 
BOOTY ~ AND 
THE REWARD 

























A Burglar Specialist : 


Circumstantial Evidence 
“‘I thought your daughter received me 
rather stiffly.’”’ 
‘Ah! Then she did go to that tango 
lesson yesterday.”’ 


Cold weather inspires many vows that 
are dissolved by the heat. 














Her Concession 
No doubt her dress, cut very low, 
Would seem to be just built for show. 
Our modesty, she would not shock it, 
So round her neck she wears a locket. 


The new reserve banks will never be as 
popular with women as the old ‘‘First 
National.”’ 
































or, Driven to It by the High Cost of Living 


The Frost 
Flora—i gave Jack the thirty-second 
degree last night. 
Dora—Are you a Mason? 
Flora—No; but that’s the freezing 
point, isn’t it? 


Selfishness and self-love are synonyms. 








When Eve Came to the Garden 


AID the elephant 
to the kanga- 
roo, 

*‘There’s some- 
thing the mat- 
ter with Ad- 
am, too. 

I’m used myself, 
when the roses 
blow, 

To a kind of in- 
sanity, don’t you know? 

I sigh and shudder and long and pant 

For some dear little girl of an elephant. 

Such curious feelings! I guess you’ve 
had ’em, 

And now I believe they’ve got hold of 
Adam.”’ 


Said the kangaroo to the pachyderm, 

“TI know, old chap, and it makes me 
squirm. 

My silly heart sings a canzonet 

At the very sight of a kangarette. 

It’s love, love, love that so sweetly vexes 

Created beings that come in sexes. 

But how can this state our friend assail, 

Since a human being is only male?’’ 

















LATER 

Said Adam to Eve, ‘‘’Twas an awful thing 
To be alone in my gardening, 
When the elephants and the kangaroos 
And mice and lions and ants and gnus 
Could each to his tender heart annex 
A tender heart of the opposite sex. 
This garden was well enough, but I vow 
No Garden of Eden at all till now!’’ 

—Ralph Bergengren. 


Overshadowed 


Smith—Does your wife think you’re the 
best man who ever lived? 

Jones -Of course not! I’m her second 
husband. 


That no fortune-teller has yet made a 
million gives that vocation a black eye. 





THE PROUD OWNER dear. 
** Yes, old man, there ’s nothing like a machire for seeing the country.’’ 
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CONSTANCY 
Amy—You say you can’t live without me, Jack. But suppose—just suppose—I 


had not been born for another fifty years ? 
Jack—Darling, I should have waited. 


The Best Yet 


‘ <S° YOU are married again, are you, 
Chloe?’’ said Mrs. Smythe to her 
colored laundress, who had just achieved 
matrimony for the fourth time and two 
of the three predecessors of the fourth 
husband were still living. ‘‘Do you think 
that you have a good husband this time?’’ 
° ‘‘The best one yit, missus!’’ said Chloe, 
with much enthusiasm. ‘‘I is only got to 
stomp my foot once en shake my fist at 
that niggah, en he’s skeered mos’ to 
Fes death! Looks lak I is -gwinter be hap- 
ok pier with that niggah than with any hus- 
band I is had yit!’’ 


“Bold,” Indeed ! 


Never mind them, little skirt, 

Who your character would hurt. 
From the way you shrink and shrink, 
You’re quite timid, I should think. 


—Frederick Moron. 


Her Modesty Piece 


Gramercy— Your bodice is perfectly in- 
decent! 

Mrs. Gramercy—It’s your blame, my 
You said you couldn’t afford to 
buy me a diamond necklace. 


She Knew 


‘*Just hear the baby talk!’’ said May. 
“I wonder what he tries to say.”’ 

‘‘A word I never heard before, 

Of twenty syllables or more,’’ 

Ned answered. ‘‘Oh, I’m sure he’ll be 
A great, wise man some day,’’ said she. 
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The Puckerless Persimmon 


THE Department of Agriculture is ex- 
perimenting to produce a puckerless 
persimmon. 

We are with them in their experiments 
body and soul. Our regret is that this 
persimmon wasn’t in eommon use a few 
years ago. 

One night the intellect who is putting 
these lines on paper and another boy, 
Herman by name, went out for a walk in 
the early fall. Strangely enough, our 
walk led us out to where a man had a 
clump of persimmon trees, and, curiously 
enough, it was a dark night. The moon 
had not yet reported for duty. 

Herman said that the intellect referred 
to above should have the honor of ascend- 
ing the tree, while he did the humble and 
lowly work of standing guard. He said 
that if the owner should wander out, he 
would whistle, and then we could hasten 
on to a more sparsely settled spot. 

Herman posted himself near the road, 
while we laid off our coat and climbed up 
among the persimmons. We were 
busily filling our pockets when_we 
thought we saw a large, well-propor- 
tioned figure coming in our direction; 
but as we had not heard Herman 
whistle, we gave it no more heed. 
In a moment we saw that the figure 
needed all the heed we had. It began 
throwing odds and ends of bricks up 
at us and calling out to usin a singu- 
larly unpleasant voice to come down 
and get what was coming tous. We 
thought enough was coming without 
our going down, but the man insisted 
so with a large, full-grown brick of 
the budded variety that we decided to 
come down. We slid down, hoping to be 
off before he could detain us; but no 
sooner had our foot touched the ground 
than he stepped on it. Then he began to 
make himself more disagreeable than 
ever. He began slapping our ears, to our 
ill-concealed dissatisfaction. We did not 
make any bones about it that we did not 
like his manner toward us. He had a 
way of kicking us on the tibia that lost 
him our vote. 

Finally we wormed ourself out of his 
grip and hobbled away. Our ears felt as 
though they had been in a wreck, and one 
of our knees did not function as we should 
have liked. 





When we caught up with Herman, we 
told him, in the plain, direct language of 
boyhood, what we thought of him for not 
whistling when he had seen the able- 
bodied owner coming out to be near his 
property. 

*“‘I’d just eaten a persimmon,’”’ ex- 
plained Herman, tying a handkerchief 
around our shin, ‘‘and I couldn’t whistle!’’ 

From that evening on we have been a 
champion of the puckerless persimmon. 
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“HE HAD A WAY OF KICKING US ON THE TIBIA” 


It would save young intellects, who go 
around alone at night before the moon has 
appeared on the bill, a lot of trouble and 
arnica. 


A Chirp 


SCIENTIST in Baltimore is studying 
birds, with an idea of proving that 
birds can teach us when to marry. He 
says that a young bird knows very much 
more about the proper time to take a 
helpmeet than a young man. But the 
professor must remember that the young 
ornithological lover doesn’t have to worry, 
after it’s all over, about the brtcher and 
the baker. 





Whimsicalities 
O MANY people these days are wor. 
ried about the income tax. Up tothe 
hour of going to press we have not given 
the tax a single worry. Our worry has 
been confined to the income. 


The Queen of Roumania weighs 236 
pounds. Personally we are not built that 
way—we are more of the violet order. 
We are probably quite a bit taller than 
the Queen, but she has the better of us 
by something like a hundred pounds. If 
we ever went to Roumania, we fear that 
we would have to refuse to tango 
with the Queen. If she should chance 
to slip on the waxed floor, we fear 
that a pleasant young tourist would 
have to be taken to dry dock. The 
Queen will thus have to forego the 
pleasure of tripping the light fantas- 
tic with the slender yet graceful au- 
thor of these lines. 

0 

Professor Triebal, of the Royal 
Academy of Rome, a_ well-known 
sculptor, finds the American gir! very 
attractive, all but her feet. Our ex- 
perience has been very different from 
that of the professor’s. It is her 
father’s feet that have proved them- 
selves singularly unattractive to us. 


In St. Louis they are making imita- 
tion lemon pie. It is made of turnips 
and citric acid. It seems to us that 
the end must be near when they be- 
gin making imitation lemon pie. 
The last thing in the world that we 
would want would be an imitation 
lemon pie. We could struggle along 
until the last days without ever having an 
insatiable yearning for lemon pie—let 
alone the imitation. This is a queer 
world—there certainly is no accounting 
for tastes. 


A violinist hurt his little finger, and 
when it became useless had his little toe 
grafted on in its place by a Kiel surgeon. 
We think we have heard him play. 


Dr. Friedmann says that he is return- 
ing to this country to find how his pa- 
tients are getting along. This won’t be 
any trouble. He can find them all to- 
gether—with their heads to the east. 
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Woman's Impulse to Can Things 


aes must be some relic in the Gar- 
den of Eden to prove that Eve in- 
tended to can the apple the serpent gave 
her, thus laying then and there the foun- 
dation for a great domestic and industrial 
science. But everybody knows how Adam, 
with a man’s propensity for eating every- 
thing in sight, seized the apple before 
Eve got the right kind of a can made. 
However, the point is that the impulse 
to can things began with the first woman. 
It was a family impulse, or an intention 
arising from a desire to preserve 
the family. 

Now, without doubt, had Adam 
been well counseled, he would have 
been tickled over this canning im- 
pulse. The mud splash of moral ob- 
liquity that has forever damned the 
apple incident would have fallen flat 
before the industrial possibility. 

Eve would have remained in Eden, 
canning everything in sight, until 
Adam got busy and took over Eve’s 
little canning plant. 

Without the necessity to can good 
things for the family’s palate, but 
still consumed by the God-given 
impulse to preserve, to protect the 
family, wouldn’t Eve have started 
in to can the snakes and other vi- 
cious creatures that threatened the 
health, even the very existence of 
the family? 

This might have happened in Eden 
long ago if Eve had enjoyed a fair 
chance, because it is the history of 
man and woman and canning through 
the ages since then up to date. 





THE MODERN WOMAN 


over men’s work, Uncle /Mose; but, by 
hokey! I don’t want to see the day when 
us men takes over the wimmin’s work, 
becuz I know dash-binged well we hain’t 
fitten fer to do it. 

What I’m afeard on if the wimmin gits 
into politics is thet they’1ll be considrabill 
turnin’ over of the records of us men as 
asts ’em fer their votes; an’, to tell the 
trewth, they ain’t many on us as ’ld look 
any too good hangin’ out to dry arter a 
good washin’. 

It may be, as you say, Jilson, thet the 
polls hain’t no fit place fer a lady; but, 


min for not knowin’ anythin’, Elmer. 
Most o’ the misinfermation they’re gifted 
with at the present time represents the 
sum totill of what they’ve learned from 
associatin’ with their husbands. 

I see thet some feller writin’ in the 
paper says thet men are the producers 
and wimmin are the consumers; but I’ve 
got a sort o’ ha’ntin’ notion in the back 
o’ my head thet accordin’ to nateral laws 
it’s the wimmin thet produces the men to 
begin with. ’T any rate, it’s allers been 
thet way in my fambly. 

Somehow or other, Jed, I like thet 

there word Anti. It seems to me 











History repeats itself, no matter 
from what point you start. 

Woman’s impulse to can fruit 
sprang from her profound sub-desire to 
serve the family, to preserve it—a do- 
mestic impulse, pure and simple. 

The modern woman, intelligent, scien- 
tifically trained, awake to her finger tips, 
using the vote to ‘‘can’’ evil things, is 
still ruled by her master passion—the 
preservation of the family.—Lou Rogers. 


The Rural Philosopher on Woman 


SEEMS to me, Silas, thet any woman 
thet’s smart enough to ontangle her 
back hair and make it over inter one o’ 
them fancy crullers they wear over their 
necks must have s’fishent intelligence to 
onravel the kinks outen th’ averidge per- 

litical platform. 
I don’t mind these here wimmin takin’ 


HER LATEST CANNING STUNT 


between you an’ me, thet hain’t a very 
good argyment in favor of us men, seein’ 
ez how we’ve made them there polls what 
they be. 

What’s the use o’ submittin’ the idee 
o’ wimmin’s suffridge to wimmin, Bill, 
if they hain’t brainy enough to vote on 
other questions? If they’re fitten to 
vote on a tangilled-up propersition like 
thet, it seems to me they’d ought to be 
fitten to vote on who’s to be dog ketcher. 

I’d ruther hey wimmin vote then not, 
b’gosh! Ef my wife an’ three darters 
on’y had a vote, it ’ld save me the trubbil 
of castin’ mine, an’ my fambly ’ld hev a 
derned sight more inflooence in this here 
burg then it’s got now. 

They hain’t no use in sneerin’ at wim- 








to tell the hull dash-binged story. 
I had an Anti once, and, by gorry! 
they warn’t nothin’ under the can- 
nipy 0’ heaven thet woman warn’t 
opposed to. 

I heerd a feller from New York 
th’ other night tellin’ some other 
fellers thet wimmin hain’t got no 
sense 0’ humor, an’ when I looked 
at him I couldn’t help feelin’ thet 
most probly he was right, ez far ez 
his own wife was consarned; becuz 
ef she had, she’d ha’ laffed herself to 


death when he ast her to marry him. 
—John Kendrick Bangs. 


At Close Range 


SAW a woman voter yesterday, 
And, when I looked her over, 
strange to say, 
I found that she was neither hoofed 
nor horned, 
Nor with a swishing, spikey tail 
adorned. 





Queer though it may seem, she did 
not abash 

My sense esthetic with a fierce mus- 
tache; 

And, furthermore, I’m willing to 
confess, 

She wore no trousers, but a fluffy dress. 


And yet the lady disappointed me 

(I may as well own up to it); for she 
Did not invite me to the nearest bar 
Nor hand me out a Flor de Rope cigar. 


She did not tell a single smutty tale, 

Nor pass around crude ‘‘jollies’’ by the 
bale. 

This female voter seemed quite feminine— 

She was a mother, just like yours and 
mine! —W. Kee Maxwell. 


Recognition of Merit 


Mayor Mitchell of New York has ap- 
pointed Katherine B. Davis to be Com- 
missioner of Correction at a salary of 
$7,500 a year, thus recognizing the power 
and abilty of woman in politics. 
























Warned 
Barber—I'm sorry, cully, but I ought 


to tell yer ’fore I start. I’ll ’ave to 
charge you as a lydy.— Punch (London). 











Philosophical 


Old lady (to library boy) 
**Epictetus’’? 

Boy—No, thank you, mum; it’s only a 
bad cold and a sore ‘‘froat.’’—Bystander 
(London). 


Have you got 
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A Proverb in Action 
El habito no hace al monge. 


The costume does not make the monk. 
-—Sucesos (Santiago, Chile). 





A Generous Soul 


“Tenez, mon pauvre homme, voici cing centimes ; 
ne vous découragez pas.”’ 

“Oh! du tout. madame; un don aussi magnifique 
réconforte immédiatement!"’ 


‘*Here, my good man, is a cent. 
be discouraged. ”’ 

**Oh, not at all, madam! Such a mag- 
nificent gift comforts one immediately.”’ 


—Le Rire (Paris). 


Don’t 











Foresight 
“Na, bevette a gyerek az orvosségot?” 
“Nem a’.” 
“Hat miért nem?” 
“Hat gy gondolkodtam, hogy az ilyen gyereknek 
még nem igen valé az orvossag, oszt inkabb én ittam 
meg helyette.”’ 


‘*Well, did the boy take the medicine?” 

**No, he didn’t.”’ 

‘*Why not?’’ 

“You see, I thought it wasn’t meant 
for so small a boy, so I took it myself.” 
—Borsszem Janko (Budapest). 





The Last Resort 


Ah! la coquine! Elle a pris toutes ses précautions! 


**Oh, the vixen! She has taken every 
precaution !’’—Pele-Mele (Paris). 


















1. Chaime wants to see the snake's 
eggs hatch. 





2. A hen-coop depredator makesascoop 3. The farmers are awakened by the 
with the snake’s eggs into the bargain. 


Chaime’s Curiosity 


noise and give the burglar a chase. 





4. The eggs all hatch in the thief’s bosom 
together wi:h the snake’s, and well—! 


—Tokyo Puck. 
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Price of Quality 


does not include ocean freight 
and import duty or a foreign 
label. These things add noth- 
ing to the flavor, life or bouquet of 
a champagne. Buy quality alone, 


Estra Dry 
me 


Champa 


exquisite of bouquet, 
delicate of flavor, full 
of sparkle. The dif- 
ference between the 
cost of Cook’s and 
imported champagnes 
pays ocean freight 
and import duty. 
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AMERICAN 
Wine Co, 
ST. LOUIS 








If you are curious to see what 
has made and kept 


Vans’ 
Ale 
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famous for 128 years open a 
bottle anywhere, anytime, and 
gain wisdom with pleasure. 


1914 


HUDSON, N, Y. 





THE TURNED WORM, 


OR 


The Gent’s Office Companion 


A MAGAZINE CONDUCTED BY LADIES FOR MEN 





A FEW LEADING FEATURES 
OF OUR NEXT ISSUE 





HOW EMMA GOLDMAN WOULD LIKE 
A YOUNG MAN TO DRESS. 





LETTERS OF A COLLEGE MAN 
HIS WASH LADY. 


TO 





LITTLE UPLIFT STORIES—By the Ele- 
vator Man. 





DOES NOT THE OFFICE DEMAND 
ALL A MAN’S TIME—Another 
of our informative articles on the 
question, “Why Should Men 
Vote ?”’ 





CHURCH USHERS SHOULD BE PAID! 
First article in the ‘*Companion’s’’ 
campaign for justice to men. 





SIDEWALKS FOR BOYS — By Ruth 


Smashmore. 





HOW CAN I MAKE A LITTLE MONEY 
OUTSIDE THE OFFICE ?—One 
good-looking young man earned 
25 cents an evening escorting spin- 
sters to church socials—An ambi- 
tious city boy sold the National 
Suffrage Magazine for two months 
and earned 93 cents. 





LITTLE ECONOMIES—Nails vs. Suspender- 
buttons—Gluing patches on clothes 
—How one bright grocer put peb- 
bles in the beans— How a clever 
husband wove an office waste bas- 
ket from old corset-steels. 





OFFICE DISCOVERIES—By A Wife. 





LL met 
call Md Ma all adll, 


—M. Duncan. 


Could Hold Him 


Jeremiah Corcoran and ,his horse and 
buggy were a familiar combination on the 
streets—or street—of Homeberg. One 
day the nag caught the driver napping 
and started off on a gallop, with Jerry 
tugging valiantly at the reins. 

‘*What’s the matter, Jerry?’’ called an 
acquaintance from the sidewalk. ‘‘Can’t 
you hold him?”’ 

*‘Sure, I can hold him,’’ shouted Jerry, 
still tugging at the lines; ‘‘but I can’t 
stop him.”’ 


Very Ef fective 


Crawford—I remember your wife used 
to make you go shopping with her. How 
did you manage to get out of it? 

Crabshaw—I made a point to flirt with 
the pretty salesgirls. 


The Grafter 


Ryan— Has he a trade or a profession? 
Bryan—Neither. He hasacinch. He 
makes money without working. 





A Sherbet is made tasty and delightful by using Abbott’s 
Bitters. Sample of bitters by mail, 2% cts. in stam)s, 
Cc. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. [Apv.] 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 


Here’s Health 


»\ and Power, 
Vim and Vigo 
ALL YOURS! Strength 


that is more than mere 
muscular strength, The 
strength of perfect health, 
abundant nerve force—the 
strength of keen relish is 
now within your reach 
through vibation! Nine out 
of ten people are only half 
alive. How about yourself? 
Listen! All the joys of life, 
strength and youth may be returned 






to you by vibration. Send the free coupon for 
the big new book that will tell you all about it. 











three of natures greatest cur- ff 
ative agents—vibration, faradic 
and galvanic electricity. 
We will send this wonder- 
ful machine to you on free 
trial. .Feel its health-giving 
vibrations for yourself. Don’t 
be weak. You can be 
strong and healthy if you will 
by using the White Cross 
Electric Vibrator. 









White Electric Vibra- 
tor its Attachments. 


Vibration Is Life 


It will chase away the years 
like magic. Every nerve, every fibre, 
of your whole body will thoroughly tingle 
with the force ofyourown awakened power. 
All the keen relish, the pleasure of youth, 
will fairly throb within you. Rich, red 
will be sent coursing through 
every vein and artery, you will be made 
over—new from head to foot. .You'il sleep 
the health giving restful 
ne —_ you used to. g 
Your self-respect, even 
will be increased a - LINDSTROM- 
hundred fold. a SMITH CO. 
Dept. 9471 


Send the Free Coupon 1100 s wien av. 


Just your name and address / CHICAGO, ILL. 
on the free coupon or a letter 

or post card i3 enough. We , Pa — ma chockaety 
willsend youabsolutely free #@ book "+Health and Beauty,” and 
and prepaid, our new book, # full particulars about the free 
“Health and Beauty.” It’s @ trial offer on the White Cross 
free. No obligations off Electric Vibrator. I assume no 


any kind. Writeatonce.@ °Ui#ation of any kind. 
; , ? 
Lindstrom-Smith Co. f,..06 
Dept. 9471 aos 
12008, Weheshony 
cago 
We also ane A f Address. 


electric irons, elec- 
tric _ hair driers, @ 















electric stoves, ete, & My Electrical Dealer’s Name is 











HOTEL ALBERT 


11TH STREET AND UNIVERSITY PLACE 
One Block West of Broadway 


NEW YORK CITY 
Close to Wholesale and Retail Dry Goods 
Districts, Railroad and Steamship Lines 

MODERN ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF 


300 Rooms (200 with Bath) 
RATES $1.00 PER DAY UP 
Excellent Restaurant and Cafe 
Moderate Prices 
Send for free illustrated Guide and Map of New York City 
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GIBSON’S RYE 
A WHISKEY OF TRADITIONS 


RADITIONAL for high quality, absolute 

purity, satisfying richness, velvety mellowness, 
2 9 delightful fragrance—nearly 80 years the 
whiskey standard of the world. Every drop 
of Gibson's is made from selected, matured 
rye and sparkling sprin i 
perature, and held in 
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iginal wood. We especially 
1900—the finest old whiskey 


d from ougfwarerooms to order 





























Always Everywhere 


pollinaris 


“THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS” 























r= =9 New Band Catalog Sent Free | WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 
5 Y simple thing t tent? P ideas, they may bring 
i Tour nimeenteibemin een Wan ete dD ing to patent: rotect your idea »t y mi 
——— our tg now Band Catster abentetete teen, 99 wanen, ten you wealth. Write for “Needed Inventions” and “ How to 
i Y | illustrations, 67 art color pilates, $08 instruments de Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., 
LV brad A scribed Wi Iz Patent Attorneys. Washington, D. C. 
ia wil URLI ZER HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
200 years of instrument making 
Any instrument on Free Trial. Pay only a few cents a day. Rock-bot- P A P E R w A R E H oO U Ss E 
tom—direct-from-manufacturer price. We supply the U. S. Gov't. Big Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
allowance for old instruments 4th St. Cincinnati. Ohio Branch Warehouse, 20 Beekman Street, New York 
The Rudolph Wurlitzer Co. Dept. 9471 = 8. Wabash Ave., Chicago ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 
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Does 50 Years’ Experience 


in the skillful distillation of 


HUNTER 


BALTIMORE 


eee 
| amie 
“acrmmoreR 


LZ 








MEAN ANYTHING TO YOU? 


Nanand? 


it has brought this finest product of Maryland's famous 
distilleries unjto the highest standard of perfection 


THE AMERICAN CENTLEMAN’S WHISKEY 


WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 
WWsiiiiiiiisshsiiiiiiiiiiiiiiliiiilliiililiididiidititidiiisiddddtssssn 
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Sold at all first-class cafés and by jobbers. 
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With The College Wits 


Airy Work—‘‘I hear you have a Posi. 
tion in a bank.’”’ 

“Ta” 

**Are you the cashier?’’ 

**No; I’m the draft clerk.’’ 

“Is that right?’’ 

“*Yes; I open and shut the doors ang 


have charge of the ventilators.’’—Stgq. | 


ford Chaparral. 


On the Face of It—The editor receiveg 
this letter from a youth: 

“‘Kindly tell me why a girl always 
closes her eyes when a fellow kisses her,” 

The editor replied: 

“If you will send us your photograph, 
we may be able to tell you the reason,” 
—Yale Record. 


Chic Dope—Chicquita—Do you turkey? 
Henery—No. 

Chic (aside)—The goose ! 

Hen (aside)—Some chicken! 

But she had ducked.—Princeton Tiger, 














BOSTON COMMON CAMBRIDGE PREFERRED 


Latest Market Report 
—Harvard Lampoon. 


Literary Note—Stude—Give me a copy 
of ‘‘Anthony and Cleopatra.”’ 

Salesman—Dollar and a half, please. 

Stude—I have only seventy-five cents; 
just give me ‘‘Cleopatra.’’— Pennsylvania 
Punch Bowl. 


Defined—3obby—Pa, what is platonic 
love? 

Bobby’s pa—Platonic love, my son, is 
what a man feels when he doesn’t likea 
woman quite well enough to marry her.— 
Dartmouth Jack o’ Lantern. 


Of Slow Growth—Barefaced junior— 
Yes, I’m trying to raise a mustache, and 
I’m wondering what color it will be when 
it comes out. 

Miss Green—Gray, I should say, at the 
rate it appears to be growing. — Yale 
Record. 


If? 

If I can get a dollar from my roommate’s 
brother, Bill; 

If I can borrow fifty cents from Peter, 
Jack and Jill; 

If I can sell my overcoat (I’ve had it but 
ten days); 

If I can pawn my watch and ring and set 
of Ibsen’s plays; 

If I can make the ticket man believe I’m 
under four, 

I can get half way from Cambridge to my 
happy parent’s door. 

—Harvard Lampoon. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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YOU!! 


=man—if you want the finest 
old, mellow whiskey, order 


OLD 


I. W. HARPER 
WHISKEY 


In 50 years its equal hasn't. 
been found, 

Bernheim Distilling Co. 

Louisville, Ky. 
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Next Week’s JUDGE 


Cover Design by 
James Montgomery Flagg 


‘Clipping His Wings” 


All News-stands IO Cents 














WHITE LOOK LIKE 
VALLEY G E a ) DIAMONDS 
Stand acid and fire diamond test. 
So hard they easily scratch a file and 
will cut glass. Brilliancy guaran- 
teed 25years. Moumred in ]4k solid gold 
diamond mountings. See them before pay- 
ing. Will send you any style ring, pin or stud for 
examination — al! qe prepaid. No money‘in advance. 
Money VALLEY if not satisfactory. Write today for free catalog. 


Y GEM CO., 773 Wulsin Bidg., Indianapolis 















Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. 


Hair Tonic 


A health-giving dressing to 
the scalp. 

Prevents dandruff and fall- 
ing of the hair. 

Gets right down to the roots 
and gives just the necessary 
moisture needed to keep the 
hair in perfect condition. 


For sale everywhere or 
Send 10c for trial size. 


CHESEBROUGH MFG. COMPANY 


Consolidated 


17% State Street New York 











Stories ‘with Smiles 


Saved—His beard was long and white. 
It gave him the venerable appearance of 


a patriarch of old. You could tell that 
he was becoming very feeble, by his 
stooped shoulders and slow, halting gait. 

Although it was snowing, the old man 
was well protected against the chill winds 
of winter. His long brown overcoat and 
black woolen cap contrasted strangely 
with the whiteness of his beard and made 
him appear rather odd and quaint. He 
seemed out of place on the busy street, 
with shoppers hurrying by him. 

Just as he had reached the entrance of 
the Steger (Building, on Jackson Boule- 
vard, he stopped suddenly, felt of his 
pockets and became very excited. He 
seemed to be badly scared or dazed. 

*‘I don’t know how it could have hap- 
pened,’’ the old man said to himself. 
**It’s just awful!’’ 

The more that he felt the various pock- 
ets of his overcoat, the more nervous he 
became. 

Turning around quickly, his cheeks 
flushed and eyes staring, he exclaimed, 
“It’s just terrible! I can’t understand 
it! It’s too bad!’’ 

The attention of many passers-by was 
aroused. ‘‘What shall I do?’’ they heard 
him ask. 

Several spectators rushed up to him. 
A banker put his hand on the old man’s 
shoulder and said, ‘‘Tell me what has 
happened! Let me help you!’’ 

The old man was so frightened that he 
did not answer, but kept fumbling at his 
overcoat, while a large crowd gathered 
around him. 

Suddenly he put his hands deep down 
in his overcoat pockets, and, with a sigh 
of relief, slowly drew forth two long, 
flaming red objects. 

*‘Oh, my!’’ he gasped, as he held them 
up to view. ‘‘I thought I had lost my 
mittens !’’—Steger (Ill.) Journal. 


Sure of That Much—*‘‘Look here!’’ ex- 
claimed the angry subscriber, as he shook 
the paper in the editor’s face. ‘‘I’d like 
to know what this means! You may stop 
my paper to-day! I’ll never have your 
disgusting sheet in my house again!’’ 

“If you will tell me what your trouble 
is,’’ the editor calmly replied, ‘‘perhaps 
I can explain it.’’ 

‘You can’t explain it! Here’s an ac- 
count of my daughter’s marriage yester- 
day afternoon, and look at the head you 
have put on it! ‘Bargain Counter Riot. 
Disgraceful Scenes in Which Women Take 
Leading Part.’ How are you going to 
explain a thing like that?’’ 

‘*My dear sir, I’m mighty sorry it hap- 
pened; but there’s one thing you may be 
sure of. Everybody who gets hold of a 
copy of the paper will read about your 
daughter’s wedding.’’—Chicago Record- 
Herald. 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles.[adv.[ 





One Days Pay 
One Maris Work 


$26 With This) 


made by Jos. Hancock, Lamoni, Iowa. 
Subeaser’ Montana, made $22. 35 in & hours. 
Miller, Towa, Made $13. 65 in one afternoon. “we have 
proof of this and hundreds of similar reports. No 
matter who you are or where you live, here’s your 
chance to double your present salary or income, 
working during spare time or permanently as a one 
minute photographer. No experience needed. A 
new, live business of big cash profits. You can work at 
home or — gaioy © e healthful, outdoor work and 
i nm your own business, Invest one 
cent fora l—ask us for proof of what others are 
doing—of w you can earn with a 


Mandel Post Card Machine 


A portable post feand batean Takes, finishes and delivers 
hoto. post cards and buttons in a minute's time—makes 
aT, differen 5 atotee of pictures in 3 « 
ee =. pute pictures sell like co wilde. “Everybody 

mina isoncy Beoryubers. 


This Picture- 
Taking Outfit, 


gives you acomplete, ear 
gaede business that ay 
txts yee se sos 


ea nee of ore tos 


3, Creme ieee 
for full particulars 














Everyone admires a clear 
complexion. It’s an open secret 
that Pears’ Soap has brought 
the glow of health to millions 
of fair faces. 


Sold in America and every | other country. — 
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This Handsome 
Watch Fob 
FREE 


You like to HUNT and FISH. 
Then surely you will enjoy the 
NATION AL SPORTSMAN 
Magazine, with its 160 richly 
illustyated pages. full to over- 
flowing with interesting stories 
and valuable information about 
guns, fishing tackle, camp-out- 
fits—the best places to go for 
fish and game, and. a thousand 
and one valuable “How to’ 
hints for Sportsmen. The 
NATIONAL SPORTSMAN is 
just like a big camp-fire in the 
woods where thousands of g 
fellows gather once a month 
and spin stirring yarns about 
their experiences with 
rod, dog, rifle and gun. 


Special Offer 


Mail us 25c in stamps or 
_ for a 3 months’ 

trial subscription to the 
NATIONAL SPORTS- 
MAN and we will send 
you absolutely 


Free of Charge 


One of these Handsome 
Ormula Gold Watch 
Fobs with russet 
leather strap. 
Don’t Delay—Send your order Today. 


NATIONAL SPORTSMAN, 32 Federal St., Boston, Mass. 




















In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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Ask any good doctor 
what he thinks of,the 
judicious use of pure, old 
whiskey, and he will tell 
you that it is the best 
sort of a tonic and in- 
vigorator. But you must 
choose the right kind with 
care—a poor whiskey will 
do more harm than a 
good whiskey can do 
good. When you buy 


SUNNY BROOK 
The PURE FOOD Whiskey 


—you have the guarantee 
of the largest distillers of 
fine whiskey in the world 





that it is the very best and 
purest ,that money and 
skill can produce—a whiskey 
Scientifically distilled and 
carefully aged for the express 


















yw of being used as a 

calihful stimulant in the 
home. 

SUNNY BROOK 

Aa? The PURE FOOD Whiskey 


v Row in bond under the direct su 
Suvi BROOK ervision of U.S. Gevmnamalt 


~~. ST ..10-—] Government Stamp that seals 



















is distilled, aged and bottled 






Inspectors, and the Green 






each bottle guarantees that the 
contents are genuine, strai: 

natural whiskey, properly ma- 
tured, and full U. S. Standard 
200%) proof. 






























HEN hail and sleet 
) ) And icy street 
Combine to take you 
off your feet, 


You should worry—you should 
care: 


Just grab yourself an easy 


chair 

And JUDGE, to carefully 
peruse, 

To edify you and amuse, 

And Presto! Exit grouch 
and blues; 

The lilies bloom, 

And Winter's gloom 

To Spring's beguiling smile 


give # room, 


$5.00 a Year 


52 


Issues 


Judge 


225 Fifth 
Avenue 


New York 


99 















When old friends get together and memories 
of bygone days are revived, there is one 
beverage that best fits the occasion— 


Old Overholt Rye 


“Same for 100 Years” 


t The heart of the sun-ripened grain, 
i crystal mountain water and the century- 
old processes of distilling carried out in 
a modern plant make Old Overholt 
i] Rye the choice of men who know. 


| Distilled and bottled in bond. 


A. OVERHOLT & CO. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 

















Passing the Mustard 


A Critic—‘‘She’s as pretty as a pic- 
ture,’’ said the young man. 

**Yes,’’ replied the young woman, with 
a glance at her rival’s complexion; ‘‘and 
hand-painted, too.’’—Houston Post. 


One Girl to Another—‘‘I’m going to sell 
kisses at the charity bazaar. Do ycu 
think one dollar a kiss is too high?’’ 

“‘Oh, no! People expect to be robbed 
at these charity affairs.’’— New York 
Globe. 


Certain of It—‘‘Why do you say that 
Brown is smarter than you are?’’ 

‘‘Why, you see, he had a chance once 
to marry my wife—and didn’t.’’—New 
York World. 


A String to It—Office seeker—Is there 
anything else in the job you speak of be- 
sides the salary? 

Political boss—There’s a little work on 
the side. 

Office seeker—Ah! I knew there was 
some string to it!—Kansas City Star. 


And Gave Him One—‘‘F reddie has a for- 
tune in politics. He knows the ropes,”’ 
declared the admiring friend. 

“Yes; I judged that from the campaign 
cigar he gave me.’’—St. Louis Republic. 


Ancestors—‘‘My grandfather flew his 
own pennant as a commodore in the navy.”’ 
‘‘Yah! My grandfather helped capture 
one in a world’s series.’’—Pittsburgh Post. 


Just Ordinary Ones—‘‘I want to get 
some socks.’’ 

“*Silk, ma’am?’’ 

‘‘No. They’re for my husband.’’—-De- 
troit Free Press. 


Ma Grump Says 

When we practice it, it’s economy; 
when the other fellow does, it’s stinginess. 

Once in a great while it happens that 
some one gives some one a book for 
Christmas that is really readable. 

Another big drawback to this egg boy- 
cott is that the fruit keeps getting older 
all the time.—Peoria Journal. 


The Mermaid 
The mermaid is a favored soul. 
She’s clever and she’s sweet; 
But if she cannot have her way, 
She never stamps her feet. 
— Yonkers Statesman. 


And also—which beyond a coubt 
Looks good to man of woman born- 
She never gets your razor out 
To trim her hardest, biggest corn! 
—Indianapolis Star. 


Nor is she like those damsels who 
In these days gad about a lot. 
She don’t the fashions overdo, 
Nor does she tango, smoke or trot. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 


























frien 
to da 
in th 
$5.00 
Aver 





vs 








“The Hotel of American Ideals.” 


Hotel Powhatan 











WASHINGTON, D. C. 


New—Fireproof. European Plan. 


Pennsylvania Ave., at 18th and H Streets, 


ithin walking distance of shops, theatres and public 
am buildings. Overlooks the White House. 


Rooms, detached bath, $1.50, $2 up. 
Rooms, private bath, $2.50, $3 up. 


Restaurant a la Carte, Palm Court, American Indian 
Grill, Tea Room, Grand Pipe Organ, Orchestra. Write 
for Souvenir Booklet, with Map. 

Ask for special itinerary for Bridal Couples, Conven- 
tions, Tourist Parties, Schools and Colleges. 


CLIFFORD M. LEWIS, Mgr. 














Made-to-Measure 
nat S78 \ 


in the latest 
style. Mare-to-your individual 
measure. Fit, workmanship and 


wear guaranteed. 


No Extra Charge 


for peg tops, no matter how extreme 
you order them. 


Agents Wanted 

A good live hustler in every town to 
7 take orders for our celebrated made-to- 
¥ measure clotnes. Samples of all the 
latest materials FREE. 


We Pay Big Money 
to our agents everywhere. Turn your 
spare time into cash by taking orders 
> ffor our stylish clothes. Write today for 
~ beautiful FREE outfit. 




















LA FOLLETTE’S | 
WEEKLY 


Tells you fearlessly, candidly, interest- 
ingly the inside of public affairs--free to 
speak the truth and champion the cause 
of true democracy and equal rights. 
Regular subscription price, $1.00 per 
year. We will send you La Follette’s 


10 WEEKS—10 CENTS 


if you will send us the names of five per- 
sors interested in the progressive cause. 


La Follette’s Weekly, Dept. J 
MADISON, WISCONSIN 















SUCCESS SHORTHAND 
TAUG HT The Best Course for Beginners. A Post Graduate 
Course for Stenographers. Highest World's Records 
for Speed and A€curacy. A greater number of Couri 
By MAI L Reporters than all other systems combined in eight 
years. W.L. James, Chief Instructor. Write for 

free catalog. Success Shorthand School, Suite 221, Schiller Bldg., Chicago, 


FOR g MEN OF BRAINS 


IGARS 


"MADE AT KEY WEST+ 


R 90 Press Cutting Bureau 
willsend you all newspap lippings 
. which may appear about you, your 
friends, or any subject on which you may want to be “up 
to date. Every newspaper and periodical of importance 
in the United States and Europe is searched. Terms, 
$5.00 for 100 notices. Henry ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh 
venue, New York. 














Potpourri 


Not Always Just 

This ‘‘under dog’’ stuff that I once ad- 
mired 

Has now begun, somehow, to make me 
tired. 

The fact that some chap got it in the neck 

Now fails to stir my sympathies a speck, 

Until I get a little better line 

On what the chap’s deserts were. 
of mine 

No longer flow for any man because 

He got aswat. Instead, I calmly pause 

And ask, ‘‘Welj, did he get what he de- 
served? 

From out the straight and narrow had he 
‘swerved?’’ 


The gink who saws a tree limb off between 

Him and the trunk is addled in the bean 

And should be handed over, if he live, 

To some large institution where they give 

Rooms with upholstered walls to such as 
that 

Whose belfry scarce would hold another 
bat. 

Whenever we forget the iittle rules 

That govern this old universe—well, fools 

Can learn in but one way—experience! 

The cost is in proportion as they’re dense. 


Full half the time, I verily believe, 

We miss the mark and foozle when we 
grieve 

About this nether cur of which we read 

So many tender, heart-disturbing screed. 

It’s tough, of course, to get it where 
Lucile 

Festoons her beads, and we can’t help but 
feel 

Sorry the fellow used no better wit 

Than to amputate the limb on which he’d 
sit. 

But if that’s all the way that he can learn, 

Why should my heart in anguish bleed and 
burn? 

—Strickland Gillilan, in Indianapolis Star. 


Played Both Ways—Down at a South- 
ern race course, which I shall designate 
no more than to say that it’s a place 
where you lose your money in the winter- 
time, I took a young lady out to the 
track, and she insisted on placing a bet 
on a horse. She wouldn’t even let me 
help her do it. 

The horse did worse than to come in 
last. He turned around and ran the other 
way. I said, 

‘‘Well, you lose your bet. The horse 
you had your money on is running the 
wrong way!’’ 

She gurgled with satisfied glee. 

‘Shows that a woman’s instinct can’t 
go wrong,’’ she answered, triumphantly. 
“‘T played him both ways!’’—Cleveland 
Plain Dealer. 


The Ging-Ging-Goophus Says: 

Some men think that when they lug a 
hod of coal from the cellar, they are do- 
ing nine-tenths of the housework. 

It makes a man feel good after he is 
dead to have the crowd that was knock- 
ing him all his life tell what a good fel- 
low he was.—Springfield Union. 


Three Kinds—There are three kinds of 
men who don’t know anything about 
women. They are old men, young men 
and middle-aged men.—Brooklyn Eagle. 


Tears 


HOTEL 1 
EARLINGTON 


27th Street, West of Broadway 
NEW YORK | 





EUROPEAN PLAN 


q@ A Step from Broadway. 

@ Absolutely Fireproof. 

| @ Quiet as a Village at Night. 

| @ Your Comfort Our Ain Always. 
I} . Parlor, Bedroom and Bath, front of house, 


{ one person, $2.50; two people, $3.50. Why | 
pay more when our service is equalled only || 














| by the best? 
SINGLE. ROOMS, $1.00 | 
L Manager 





| EW. WARFIELD, - - 
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A Happy Marriage 

Depends largely on a knowl- 
edge of the whole truth about 
self and sex and their relation to 
life and health. This knowledge 
does not come intelligently of it- 
self, nor correctly from ordi- 
nary everyday sources. 


SEXOLOGY 


(Illustrated) 
By William H. Walling, A. M. M. D., imparts in a clear whole- 


some way, in one volume: 
Knowledge a Young Man Should — 
ve. 


Knowledge a Young Husband Should 
Knowledge a Father Should Have. 
Knowledge a Father Should Impart to His Son. 
Medical edge e Husband Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have. 
Knowledge a Mother Should Have. 
Knowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter. 
1 ea Wife Should Have. 
Allin One Volume. Illustrated, $2 postpaid 
Write for “Other People’s Opiniors,”’ and Table of Contents 


PURITAN PUB. CO., 792 Perry Bldg., Phila., Pa. 


HOTEL IMPERIAL 


Broadway, 31st to 32nd Street, New York 




















Dancing every afternoon from four 
to six-thirty, in the Palm Garden. 


Under the Direction of 


MR. G. HEPBURN WILSON, M. B. 











Supper Dance from ten to one in Palm 
Garden, with choice of Service—a la carte or 
Selected Menu, $1.00. 


” 


Irresistible dance music, excelling any 
other in New York, by the celebrated Im- 
perial Orchestra, increased by drums and 
Hungarian Cymbals. 








In answerin; advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will. be appreciated. 























Noted Englishman Says- f ATMA 
“Americans buy things ertl eT TURKISH BLEND 
because they are expensive- CIGARETTES 
or because they are cheap” 
A clever epigram — but is 
it true? 
-In the case of Fatimas the 
majority of men do not think 
of price at all. 
They smoke Fatimas because 
ran wo ete 
igarettes a character, 
a quality, an individuality 
possessed by no other. 
oliggeite Myors Tobacco Ce: 
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